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By THE Party ON THE Spor. 
Wednesday.—* Ain’tit’ot?!’ I should rather think so! 


ALL HOT. 


Oh, is it not extremely hot? 
Why doesn’t someone ice it ? 
Of this heat wave, in which we lave, 
We've almost had swfficit (! ) 
New Yorkers tumble in the street, 
And Cockneys faint by forties, 
It’s also pretty warm in Crete, 
And blazing in the Cortes ! 


Yes, the Spanish “ Parliament-men” are having it pretty warm, 
almost as warm as their navy had it in the war. Well, personally, 
I got a bit of a cooler taking the Prince of Wales round the Isle of 
Wight—he’s getting on famously—going to Balmoral directly. 
Saw the big fight at the manceuvres, too—that was hot work, if you 
like, and a very fine bit of work. Got to Doncaster just in time to 
see Wildflower spoil my book for the Leger. No use making a fuss, 
however, so cut off to Bristol and opened the British Association 
meeting; went and wished the Queen of Denmark good things for 
her birthday. Over to China and had Li Hung Chang dismissed, 
and then back by Amsterdam, where I had fine view of the historical 
procession—sort of glorified Lord Mayor’s Show in honour of the 
young Queen. 


Thursday.—Ran down to Balmoral early, and went over with Her 
Most Gracious to the Braemar gathering—jubilee visit of H.M.G. 
Big gathering and much bagpipes. Saw Holmes part of the way on 
his Channel swim ; thought he'd have done it, but weather was 
against him at the finish. Went down to Salisbury and saw the 
magnificent march past of the “‘ armies” ; helped Queen Wilhelmina 
open two Art Exhibitions; got Houston in for North Down, and 
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just took another look at the Cortes before going to bed (still rows— 
at least, anything but “ still” rows—going on). 


Friday.-— Ran down to Bristol and had another look at the British 
Association—heard de Rougemont, the modern Robinson Crusoe. 
Ran across to Doncaster, also, to see the meeting nicely finished, and 
went over for the final fétes at Amsterdam. Also happened to be 
in a certain English village when the bride's dress didn't come home 
in time, so that the parson had to go away. Then the dress came, 
and the bride (and bridegroom also) would never have been married 
had it not been for a kindly Bishop who happened t» be there at the 
time, and who tied the knot for them! ancy that! and J was 
married by a mere curate! 

The helpless bride was in a state 
(And very likely looked it), 
Her wedding dress was all too late, 
And so the parson hooked it.* 
But, pitying her sore distress, 
His Lordship served the dish up— 
Oh, balm for a belated dress |— 
A marriage by the bishop. 

Saturday.—Got up early to see the end of the cricket season in 
several places, and the beginning of the football ditto. Sight of 
such energy in such a state of the thermometer quite prostrated me 
—went up river for rest of the week-end to recover. 

Monday..-Down to Gloucester and had a look at the Musica 
Festival Rehearsal, and then over to Minden to see the finish of the 
mancuvres. Afterwards to Lausanne and looked at the Inter- 
national Agricultural Congress for awhile—but got tired and came 
home again. It is hot. 

Tuesday.—Down to Gloucester again and opened the Musical 
Festival, very fine, enjoyed myself immensely—didn’t get too near the 
organ. Afterwards ran over and had a look at the French arm 
mancuvres. Duke of Connaught’s horse fell—Duke saved himself 
cleverly, and into his seat again before one could write home to 
one’s parents. Came back and went to the Vegetarians’ meeting 
at the Memorial Hall. Funny set of people—not satisfied with 
doing what they want to do, but want you to doit, too! A meat- 
eating Irish navvy turned up and expressed “ himself different.” 


UNCONVINCED. 
He was a wild barbarian 
Who battened upon beef— 
And in the vegetarian 
He hadn’t much belief. 
It wants no skill of Babbages, 
He said with air serene, 
To prove who lives on cabbages 


Must be extremely green. Tar Sporrer. 





° Nothing of the sort ! It was made to button, anyway.—Buipg. 
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“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “ Fcn’s’’ WaSHERWOMAN. 


THE ’ole civilised world is agarst at the 
brutal murder of the pore Empress of 
Austria; it’s the most dredful thing wot 
‘as ‘appened for a long time; to think 
the dear, armless lady shoud ‘ave been 
struck down by the assasin’s ‘and wen 
full of life, an’, doubtless, ‘opes for the 
future! It’s ’orribel! She was a good, 
kind lady; an’ now there’s the pore 
Emperor, an’ ‘is daughters, bowed down 
with grief. It wasn’t only one ’eart that 
that wretch stabbed! If I coud get ‘old 
of that Lucchesi (’is name’s enough to 
‘ang ’im, to my English ears), I beleave 
I'd boil ‘im in my copper! It’s time 
them Anarchists was ’unted down, an’ 
clapped in loonatic asilums, or some sich 
places. Let the Powers combine to put 
@ stop to sich ’eart-rendin’ atrosities. 

Wot wretch or wretches is it wot ’as 
been tryin’ to wreck trains? A more 
diabolikal thing coud not be conceived, 
an’ if they are caught no lines coud be 
too ’ard for ‘em, not even if they was 
strapped on railway lines, an’ a train 
run over ‘em; it woud be just retri- 
bushun. 

A orful state of affairs in Crete! It 
looks like Universal Peace! The way 
they’ve been a-killin’ of our pore chaps 
makes me very sad; it’s bad enough to 
die in ‘‘ fair fight,” but this was a 
massacre by a mass of curs, so to say. 

I see that Colonel Rhodes—wich ’e is 
Cecil’s brother—'as been reinstated in the 
army. I’m glad of it; it ought to ’elp to 
‘eal “is wound; ‘‘ the power of the mind 
on the body is very great,” as the 
hypnotist remarked. 

It appears that Prince Bismark’s 
barber, since 1890, ’as been savin’ is 
illustrius customer’s hair wen ’e cut it, 
an’ is now puttin’ a few hairs in artikles 
of jewelry, sich as brooches, an’ scarf- 
pins, an’ is going to sell’em. I shoud say, 
from the look of the late prince’s head, 
that the crop ain’t very xtensive ; but I 
s’pose those who are lucky enough to get 
sich a mermento will feel inklined to 
give thereselves ‘azrs. 

The East-end water famine is gettin’ 
wurse an’ wurse, an’ the East-enders 
fav’rite xpression of tellin’ a purson to 
‘‘dry up! ’’ seems rather out of place jist 
at present. 
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M’Yes. 
AN ORTHOMACGRAPHICAL SUGGESTION. 

(Mr. J. B. Mongomerie-Fleming appeals for a uniform ‘ spelling 
of the Macs,” so that, ‘‘in addressing a man whose name is Maclure, 
we may not insult him by spelling it McLure, McClure, MacLure, 
MacClure.”"—Vide North British Daily Mail.] 


: To a stranger Maclure if a person would write, 
His dilemma distressfully ‘‘dems” he, 

For he doesn’t know whether the name to indite 
With M-a-c, or merely with M-c. 

There are folks whom a fine patronymic misspelt 
Will enrage, and disgust, and depress : 

So by suave correspondents the point may be felt 
To be rather a nice one—M’yes ! 

Now to sons of the Gael (since much virtue we see 
In Montgomerie-Fleming s suggestion) 

We will hazard a hint, which so happy may be 
As to settle the 


delicate question. 
’ } 1, 1 Qnnatemen ahinre 
Both the ‘‘a” and the “c”’ let all Scotsmen abjure, 
So that people m letters ad 
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A COOL SUGGESTION. 


a hot place for your dinner?” 
(pointing suggestively to the 


such 


you'll give us a COOLER” 


: ; of 
‘ ‘ ' , 
find, li 


Love-Lisps from Cupid’s Court at the 
Seaside. 


Tuey had saluted each other labially and with empressement for 
the enth time, when the following dialogue between them was over- 
heard by an unintentional eavesdropper : 

She (in mock distress).—‘“ You horrid boy!" 

He (in sympathy).—‘' Oh, what have I done?” 

She (reluctantly).—‘‘ You gave me a wet kiss.” 

He (repentantly).—‘‘ Forgive me, darling, it was a lapsus lingua.” 








End of the Welsh “ Coal” War. 


‘The miners are gradually returning to work, and the usual activity 
is now apparent.— Daily Graphic, September 10th.) 


As the coal-war is o’er, and the miners go back 
With good will to their work, we fire off this cracker, 
ho’ tl truggle, now past, was pitiful and black, 
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Umpire (at Polo Match).—‘‘1 say, old man, you really must be more careful with that stick of yours!” 
Enthusiast.— Awf'ly sorry, really! One’s apt to lose one’s head, y’ know, with the excitement!” 
Umpire.—"' One? Seven men and eight ponies, J should say!”’ 














Coming Events. 
Tue Fox :— 


Here first ! Well, I really am thankful for that— 

First come and first served as a motto comes pat ; 

First served—that’s the service in which I delight— 

And to serve John Bull out—sacre bleu, serve him right ! 





Although I am certainly cutting it fine, 

On those chickens I shal) be the first one to dine 
When John finds of his dinner he’s been thus bereft, 
He* will say I was wrong—but he'll know that he’s left. 


‘* Where are my birds?" he will angrily ask 

My fear with a feigned indignation I'll mask, 

And I'll answer, “ Your birds? ‘Twixt the lip and the cup 
There has been a slight slip; I have eaten them up.”’ 


When he comes, I shall say, ‘‘ Ah, my friend, is that you? 
You're a little bit late—I was first to get through ”’ 

I shall say, in the words of John’s excellent saw, 

“ Possession, parbleu ! is nine points of the law!”’ 


‘) 


‘‘A fowl action!’ maybe he will angrily cry— 

For my favourite pastime is ‘‘ wiping his eye”’; 

‘My birds! "’ he will shout in his insular esmeg 

But my birds they will be when I've put them inside. 


Then he'll stamp with his feet, and he'll foam at the mouth, 
For he thinks he’s a right to the north and the south : 

He will find my arrival his onward rush blocks— 

But surely a sportsman will not shoot a fox. 


Ah, no—though he'll doubtless be much put about, 
He will be diplomatic and argue it out— 
After all, he can't run, he is growing so fat— 
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You are wily, my friend—-but you’ve made a mistake, 
At this moment the very worst thing you could make! 
I’ve been laughed at and thwarted and threatened with war— 
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And I’ve borne it in silence, but ‘‘ never no more! 


Blood and treasure I’ve spent on this Soudan attack, 
Till I’ve made up my mind to have some of it back. 
My power I think has been fairly displayed, 

And the least I shall want is a route for my trade. 


You think I shan’t shoot you? Well, maybe you’re right, 
But you'll find, on the whole, there is safety in flight. 
Your presence just here is to me an affront, 

And when I’m not shooting I’m death on a hunt. 


My war dogs are with me—and if you don’t go 

Without more ado—with a yoicks! tally ho! 

You will want all your power, your speed, and your breath, 
Unless it’s your wish to be in at the death. 


No, my friend; of your tricks I have had quite enough! 
You maybe think my manner uncultured and rough, 
But my manner is gentle, as everyone knows, 

Aye, gentle indeed when compared with my blows. 


Best retire with honour, my friend, while you can— 

For my huntsman you'll find is a queer kind of man, 
And the “‘ deaths ’ he’s been in at, I’d have you to know, 
Make up in round figures ten thousand or so. 


Yes, my huntsman is out and is trying these lands, 
And, of course, you must see I am quite in his hands. 
If he comes on you here, why a hunt there will be, 
I have warned you, so don’t throw the blame upon me. 


Your fame asa poacher, of course, we all know, 
Pout St cP ’ ad zs a 
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SHADOWS BEFORE.” 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 92.) siti 
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The Bungle Book by Theyard Quipling. 
THE GUILELESSNESS OF BOWSKI. 


Bool gave a low sarcastic growl, 
While Hungri winked and smiled ; 
Poor Franki wore a sullen scowl 
And wouldn't be beguiled ; 
It Ali, groaning, overarmed, 
Looked forward to release ; 
And Puff Tupp cried: “ I shall be charmed" — 
When Bowski mentioned Peace, 


“ Disarm,” cried Bowski, “ be not rougn, 
Be gentle, kind, and true!” 

But Franki only murmured “ Stuff!” 
While Bool said “ After you!” 

In fact, the more good Bowskt cried 
The more did arma tncreate 

The wide world proved itself too“ wide” 
To tackle Bowski's Peace. 


For Jo, the Jackal, cried “ What ho! 
Who gives thia princely boon? 

Who supa with somebody we know 
Muat use a longish spoon, 

But, dream or dodge, it will not score, 
Our armour we'll increase, 

We really must prepare for war 
Now Bowski talks of Peace!” 


Tu1nxGs had been going from bad to worse. Puff Tupp had been 
dining very heavily, indeed, at the expense of Boo Dah, the Great 
Dragon. So had Bowski. Franki had also been doing himself rather 
well. Hungri and It Ali had been looking on, and had felt a bit 


peckish themselves at times. Jon Bool had, however, been a bit 
out of it. No sooner did he cast his eye upon a morsel that he 
fancied would suit him than Bowski swallowed it in the rudest 
manner possible, till Jothe Jackal said nasty things about Beelzebub 
and ‘‘long spoons,” and shocked the Nonconformist Conscience 
dreadfully. Now, as has been said before, Jon Bool will stand almost 
anything up to a point; and Puff Tupp was really beginning to 
wonder when they would arrive at that point ; so was Bowski. But 
Jon Bool dozed on in the stupidest manner, till his extraordinary 
behaviour was spoken of very disrespectfully. 

‘* Really,” said Puff Tupp, making his talon as like a mailed fist 
as he knew how; “I really believe the poor old buffer is going to 
peg out at last.” 

* Yes,”’ said Franki; ‘1 don’t think we shall be troubled by him 
much longer, I really don’t.” 

Bowski only dropped a word or two from time to time, as he 
generally had his mouth full, and: what he did say was very 
indistinct, but he was generally understood to remark that the 
best time to make hay was while the sun was shining, and that it 
was the unexpected that generally happened, or words to that effect. 

It Ali grew very dispirited, and muttered ‘Coast line!’ and 
‘* Who's to look after me ?”’ in his sleep. 

Hungri didn’t know what to think, so devoted his attention to 
3alkan side dishes, and said notbing at all with an air of great 
Wisdon). 

So things went on, till, to the surprise of everybody, Jon Bool 
began to demonstrate. It was a surprising, not to say a thrilling 
demonstration. The noble animal rose slowly to his feet, 
yawned three times, stretched himself to his full length till there 
wasn't much room for anyone else, and roared a few remarks to the 
listening universe. His words were carefully chosen, and his 
language generally was rather choice. He explained in picturesque 
terms that, taking one thing with another, he had really almost had 
enough of it, shiver his timbers if he hadn't; he also added that he 
wasn't getting enough of it, dash his buttons if he was; which was 
a paradox, and not so illogical as it seemed. Well, no sooner had 
he roared this intimation than a hearty but nasal voice was heard 
from the far east, which is the wild west from another point of 
view, and Yan Kee exclaimed, “ You bet. Bully for you!” Now, 
when Puff Tupp heard that voice, he hastily put on the uniform of 
a british admiral, and, shoving his mailed fist in his trouser 
pocket, he smiled at Jon Bool with a patent Anglo-Saxon kinsman 
smile, and, calling him his old pard, reckoned they'd have a gin- 
sling together for the sake of old times, he guessed. Franki said 
something about a “ Dreyfus case”’ and ‘“ making an Exposition 
of himself,’’ and sang very small indeed. Bowski, however, said 
nothing, but, swallowing a last mouthful hastily, retired to think 
of it. 

A few days afterwards the animals were assembled talking of 
claws and the best way of sharpening them, and of teeth and the 
best way of whetting them, and of appetites and the best way of 
satisfying them, and other family matters, when Bowski turned up 
in ki es and a lamb's-wool overcoat 
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curling our hair and taking dancing lessons. Now, what I say is 
this, why not disarm? Eh!” and he smiled agreeably on his 
astonished audience, who were so taken aback they could only look 
blankly at each other, and feel for their weapons. 

At jiast Bool spoke. ‘Splendid idea!” he exclaimed. “A 
dashed beautiful, original idea! What do you say,Jo?” 

“ Well,” said Jo, “if you ask me, I say what I said before. You 


want a long spoon——.”’ 
“Ah.” cried Bool hurriedly, ‘so you did—but—er—don’t talk 


quite so loud, there’s a good fellow.” 

The only one who seemed at all taken with the idea was Puff Tupp, 
and he talked of the blessings of Peace till Hungri and It Ali got 
quite nervous, 

Franki, on the other hand, was very upset, and wept and 
tore his hair, and wished he had never been born, and wished 
Bowski had never been born, and refused to be comforted. 

Bowski, however, didn’t seem to mind what anyone thought of 
his plan, but stood smiling peacefully at everyone. 

‘We must have a conference, you know,” said he, “ to talk the 
matter over.” 

“Oh, yes,” cried Bool, ‘‘ a conference, by all means! ”’ 

‘¢ And until the conference has decided,’’ continued Bowski, ‘I 
suppose I may take it——”’ 

‘‘Oh, no, you mayn’t!’’ cried Bool. 

‘‘T was going to say,” said Bowski, ‘‘I suppose I may take it 
that there will be no row.” 

‘¢Can’t say, I’m sure,’”’ murmured Bool. 

‘‘T’d really rather not promise,’’ muttered Franki. 

And so they went on, till at last someone trod on someone else’s 
tail, and then—but that is another story ! 





The Great Ruby, the new melodrama presented at Drury Lane 
Theatre last Thursday, seems even better than White Heatler. 
The interior of a well-known Bond Street jeweller’s shop is displayed 
in all its sparkling affluence of plate and jewellery. Fashionable 
society dally and toy with the baubles ; ‘‘ the great ruby”’ is entrusted 
to the proprietor, Sir John Garnett, for disposal; many come 
to inspect it and shudder at the price, £50,000; the Diamond 
Burglar Gang likewise examine the famous jewel, which is alleged to 
bring death and disgrace upon its possessors. In the disguise of a 
Russian Count the chief of the gang agrees to purchase the jewel 
for the Czar, and, whilst in the act of counting out the £50,000 in 
bank notes, two other members of the gang, disguised as a detective 
and policeman respectively, rush in and seize the quondam 
Count and carry him off and the “ ruby ”’ for “ identification ” in 
a cab, conveniently driven up to the shop by a brother member of 
the gang. It isa very near shave, as Sir John Garnett, who had 
been lured away by a bogus telegram, immediately returns with a 
real Scotland Yard detective, only to learn of the success of the 
gang, whom the police are eager to arrest. This act is a grand 
opening, and heightens one’s appetite. 

Act 2 commences with a village street, down which, to the local 
Inn, a fine four-in-hand is driven. It is peopled by the bon ton, 
amongst whom is a sham countess with a Russian name, 
Charkoff, in league with the Diamond Gang. The chief 
arrives with the stolen ruby hidden in a chocolate box, which 
he passes to the Countess Charkoff. She is to carry the 
plunder to the Continent for disposal. At the Oatlands 
Park Hotel the detective learns the Countess is staying, and 
arranges to search the rooms. The Countess is informed of the 
plan by the guileless lady book-keeper. The former is greatly 
alarmed, and gets Lady Garnett, who mixes in, as she thinks, 
society, to put the boxin her patent jewel case. Lady Garnett 
is, unfortunately, given to somnambulism, and whilst in that 
condition drops various articles of jewellery about, subsequently 
thinking she is robbed, and includes amongst these trifles the 
box containing the “ great ruby.” A chambermaid finds the box, 
which is brought into the hotel office, and gets packed up in 
Captain Dalrymple’s bag with his cigarettes. He has got some 
balloon invention on hand, and takes his bag to his tent on 
Hampstead Heath, where he is making his balloon experiments. Of 


course, the gang are much disconcerted, and suspect 
treachery amongst themselves. However, the Countess 


Charkoff apparently appeases their suspicions, and an arrangement 
is agreed upon for recovering the ruby from the unsuspecting 
Dalrymple. The Countess is enamoured of the Indian Prince (a 
great cricketer), Kassim: she tells him of the plan, and suggests 
that he should take the jewel from the chief of the gang. He 

trees. The ruby is regained; the police surround the gang; 
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ossession of the gem, and practically murders the burglar. This 
Ceiet fight is a thrilling scene, and is excellently managed. The 
play concludes witha Military Tournament, in which Prince Kassim 
meets with his death. Just prior to his final breath he 
gives the ‘great ruby” to Countess Charkoff, and _ the 
latter ultimately returns if to Lady Garnett. The legend that 
the possessor of the ruby comes to his death is fulfilled by the 
4 utterer, the Prince, who relates the history of the stone in the first 
act. The many incidental scenes, such as Lords Cricket Ground, 
j are grandly staged, and excite intense admiration for Mr. Arthur 
{ Collins’ organisation. Mrs. John Wood gives her hearty, honest 
vulgarisms in a style which sends the audience into roars 
of laughter, Mrs. Raleigh has an arduous part in Countess 
Charkoff, Mr. Robert Loraine is a capital Prince Kassim, 
| Mr. C. M. Lowne a cynical bankrupt viscount, Mr. J. B. Gordon is 
a strongly played Sir John Garnett, Mr. Shirley is an amusing 
Lord Hartopp, Mr. Dawson Milward is a handsome Captain 
Dalrymple, Mr. G. R. Foss is a curious Detective James Brett, and 
{ Mr. Robert Pateman is very powerful in his impersonation of 
Morris Longman, the chief of the Diamond Gang. Undoubtedly 

The Great Ruby is a triumph, and will hold the public appreciation 
for many a night. 

The management of the Empire Theatre has secured another 
notable addition to an already exceptional programme in the 
engagement of Delmore and Lee, two artistes of unusual skill and 
daring, who are aptly described as America’s champion gymnasts. 


Nothing more sensational and thrilling has been seen in London 
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Will II. 


Conceive me if you can, 

A most divine young man, 

A melodramatic 

Plus new diplomatic 

Deity in the van. 

When once you are bitten, 

Like me, by the Briton— 

I allude to my indiscreet wire— 
When squadrons were sailing 
And relations all railing— 

Make appeal to the shade of your Sire. 
If you court an Alliance, 

‘* Defence not defiance,”’ 

Just mention the matter to me, 

For ** Pantechnicon”’ Willie 

Is very concili— 

Atory to “ Fidei D:”’ 

At a feast or oration, 

In barracks and station, 

I am ready with smart repartee. 

If Omdurman-ising 

Be I eulogising, 

My tact (?) is surprising— 

There’s no one can do it like me. 

If people grow chary 

Of bills military, 

As theyare on the over-taxed Spree, 
Ive only to try, sir! 

For I am the Kaiser, 

The whole world’s adviser, 

And presently nations will be 
United, contented— 

(Though the Czar be offended— 

It all emanated from me!) 
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The East End. 


Woman (suspiciously, to Milkman).— 
“I believe you water your milk.” 

Milkman. —‘‘Don’t talk nonsense! 
Why, water’s scarcer than milk!” 
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Encouraging. 
_ Mr. Courtlong.—“*I haven't got a Harry.— 


|  §&ingie portrait of you, darling.”’ 
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than this wonderful act, which has colour, novelty, and grace to 
commend it. 


Madame Augusti Christensen has undertaken to fast for 30 days 
in the Royal Aquarium Bijou Theatre. She commenced the 
fast at 9 p.m. Thursday, the 15th September, and will terminate it 
at 9 p.m. October 15th, 1898. The lady is watched day and night 
by professional nurses, and two medical men (Dr. Bernstein and 
Dr. Francis) are continuously in attendance. The conditions are 
that no food or fluid of any kind, other than pure water, shall be 
partaken of. 


Messrs. Woolgar and Roberts, Press Cutting Agency, having 
increased their business, have taken larger premises at 109, Fleet 
Street, E.C. 


A nicely adapted for the pocket, ‘‘ Guide to London,” compiled 
by Mr. J. H. Cundall, is now being published by Lawrence, 
Greening, and Company at the price of ls. The volume chattily 
discourses upon the notable features of the great Babylon, and 
takes one amongst many localities made interesting by the names 
of the great literatii of days long past. 


The claims of Keen’s Mustard have often been stated, 
But never as yet have they been once overrated. 

The D.S.F. brand is the one when you dine, 

For that is unbeatable—Double, Super, Fine, 

The result of its merits not being inflated, 

Is expressed in two words—Keenly appreciated. 
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WHAT IT'S COMING TO. 


Smif.—‘ Hullo, Alfred! 


Bought a ledger ?”’ 
Alfred.—‘‘ What! Haven't you got one yet? 


This is the first number of 


Goodsworth’s new tuppenny monthly just published.” 
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The Merry Bachelor. 


I am a merry bachelor! 
But only for a while; 
My wife, who is an awful bore, 
Has gone to “ do”’ in style 
The waters at a fav'rite Spa, 
So I am left alone, 
Which makes me softlylaugh “ Ha, ha!" 
For now I'm “ on my own!" 


I am a merry bachelor !— 
Would it were e’er my fate! 

For soon I'll hear that nagging “jaw ”’ 
When I'm a trifle late; 

sut mow I come home when I like, 
No one sits up fcr me, 

It matters not though the clock strike 
One—two—or even three! 


Subversive of Scripture. 


(The Mayor of Weymouth has inaugurated 
a novel and delightful competition. He offers 
prizes to children for the most skilfully-built 
sand-houses. | 


THe Weymouth Mayor—good-hearted soul !— 
Is childish bosoms cheering 
By holding forth a generous dole 
‘Of guerdons for the rearing 
Of mimic mansion, castle, flat, 
Or palace, on the sand; 
And that anyone should carp thereat 
Were hard to understand ! 
Yet in these days, when pseudo-saints 
Our weary ears besiege, 
With fatuous goody-goody plaints 
Of fancied “ sacrilege,” 
We fear that, filled with discontent, 
The unco-guid will brand 
As impious this encouragement 
Of building on the sand! 
Perchance to Matthew vii. they’ll point, 
While at the Mayor they screech: < 
‘Avoid ye! get behind! aroynt! 
Would ye our children teach 
(O, unregenerate!) to despise 
The doctrine great and grand 
That there’s no earthly act less wise 
Than building on the sand? ” 


Unappetising. 


(‘The Cemetery Committee of Battersea 
have recommended that refreshments be sup- 
plied to visitors to Morden Cemetery, and that 
a kiosk be erected in accordance with the 
sketch plan of the surveyor, at an estimated 
cost of £400.”— Vide Press. ] 


Spirits, of course, there will be there, 
And bier would not be out of place ; 

3ut yet, methinks, I would not care 
To eat where death had left its trace. 


The heart would be oppressed with gloom, 
To think that lots to live had ceased, 
And a reminder’d be each tomb 
Of ‘‘the skeleton at the feast !”’ 
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I am a merry bachelor ! 
(But, oh, the time does fly !) 

It brings me back the days of yore 
When young and free was I. 

As I think what I’ll soon endure, 
It makes me feel quite ill ; 

I hope the waters her will cure, 
Or rather, ‘‘cure or kill!” 








For Breakfast. 
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Chocolat Menier | 


Sold Retail Everywhere. 





Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitions. 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 
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